Bedside tables are our modern-day altars, places where habit, respect, mystery, and love collide. Our physical materials wait while we travel through dreams, coaxing us back into activity come morning. Books and remote controls summon sleep, alarm clocks and written reminders startle the mind into a wakeful state. But not all objects are directly linked to sleeping or waking; some things simply exist to comfort us, reflecting our need to gather, collect, and nest.
I arrive at each house in the same manner: scheduled, dragging with me a step-ladder and tripod, a digital camera slung around my shoulder. But the camera's lens always, only, points at the bedside table. 
